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. _ NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONBB. 


Mary's  Folioeman. 

Written  h  Sung  by  MR.  BIGRTON. 
Muak  at  L’ENFANT,  Rathbone  Place. 
Kind  friends  pray  pay  attention  and  my  ] 

And  although  it  may  seem  rather  queer,  | 
It’s  all  true  what  I  atate. 

I'm  a  man  of  eddkation.  likewise  you  1 
will  see  that  ^ 

*m  not  a  common  sort  of  ohap,  but  a 
reg*lar  barriatocrat. 

And  a  fortin’  I'd  a  made,  aal'm  a  know¬ 
ing  blade. 

And  up  to  many  rummy  tricks,  tho»  1 
nerer  learnt  atraoe. 

But  ran  e,er  good  luck  1  see,  it’ a  alius 
drew  away  from  me, 

'Cos  a  P’llcemaa  with  oig  whiskers 
takes  a  sly  glance  at  me.  I 

Mow  ry  I  fears  that  PUceman'a  glance 
_  very  quickly  will  be  seen ; 

I  once  put  on  some  soldier's  clothes  and 
passed  for  a  horse  marine. 

I  made  strong  lore  toa  s errant  gal,  ran 
she  fetched  her  maateris  beer. 
Though  I  knowM  she’d  got  a  Policeman  I 
a  *  „  for  her  true  lorier. 

At  the  area  gate  one  night,  ren  re 
_  thought  it  was  all  right. 

She  brought  me  out  scold  meat  pie,  but 
_  started  with  affright. 

The  cause  of  her  alarm  1  turned  round 
'  to  see, 

Wh*n  Mary's  P'liceman  with  big  whis¬ 
kers  took  a  sly  glance  at  me. 

Next  1  thought  to  make  some  cash  by 
pertendin'  to  be  blind, 

I  had  a  dog  tied  to  a  string  rich  I  slow- 
ly  walk’d  behind, 

*4I'm  blind”  was  wrote  upon  a  card,  my 
dog  he  had  a  tin, 

Tick  he  carried  in  his  mouth  for  folks  to 
put  the  money  in. 

Pith  closed  eyes  I  went  my  round,  ren 
...  I  thought  1  heard  a  sound, 

Like  a  shilling  dropt  into  the  tin  of  my 
Poor  faithful  hound. 

I  slowly  open'd  my  right  eye,  a  shilling 
thought  to  see, 

But  instead  of  a  bright  shilling,  Mary’s 
Bobby  glgnced  at  mcT^ 

Then  I  put  on  sailor's  clothes,  tied  my 

And  fastdh*Sfon  a  wooden  leg,  rich  look- 
ed  like  the  real  thing, 
i  talk'd  about  my  wounds  A  scars,  and 


'Cos  English  folks  for  poor  sailors  hare 

a 

song, 

Vich  made  her  cry  'cos  my  roiceifnot 
sweet  is  strong, 

She  then  offered  me  some  money  rich 
I'dnearly  got  when  he 
Mary  ?  Uc?mim  bl*  whisker* 
took  a  sly  glance  at  me. 

Then  the  father  starring  dodge  with  an 
t  try, 

I  paid  sixpence  for  a  baby  rich  i  pinch'd 
_  .  to  make  it  cry. 

This  dodge  don't  pass  so  well  Just  now 
_  _  theonly  reason  is 
That  babteaused  to  be  so  cheap,  but  ba- 
_  •sea  now  la  rix. 


I  Enow  s  Bank 

Music  Published  by  Hon. 

I  know;  *nk  whereon  the  wild  thyme 

__  B 

Where  oxlips  and  the  noddingS  rlole 
There  ■lwyldwfchy  qaMa.aoia.  tla. 
I-«U‘d  lS'thM.  flower.  with  dlMM  u. 


MW  AW  FATOBHH  SONS. 


Am  I  Bight— 
or  any  other  Han? 

It i  Spoken  by  If  R.  WEST  at  the  Lon¬ 
don  Music-Halls  with  great  Success. 

Ladies  and  Gentlemen, 

Unaccustomed  aa  I  dm  to  public  apeak* 
lav*  I  appear  oaoe  mere  before  you*'  to 
myself  with  respect  to  my  pel- 
Itical  opinion*.  And  when  a  man  get* 
aP UMA known, and  understand* 
what  he  te  going  ter  say  before  he  says  It, 
*•*■*■»  or  any  other  Man. 

The  subject  oftliis  evening's  discourse 
tstheworld,  What  U  the  world?  No¬ 
thing  but  two  hemispheres  revolving  on 
its  own  axletrees.  who  discovered  the 
world?  Robinson  Crusoe.  Am  I  right, 
or  any  other  Men? 

Now,  there's  Lord  Paimistone ;  If  he 
wasn’t  born  In  the  reg’lsr  course  of  Na¬ 
ture,  what’s  that  to  the  Cure.  Am  I 
right,  or  any  other  Man  ? 

What  did  Julius  Cmaar  say  to  Jerri- 
baldi  at  fieblaitepool,  and  what’s  the 
Bishop  of  London  to  do  with  4tf  Ami 
right,  or  any  ether  Man? 

If  the  Thamee-tuhnel  was  to  come  in¬ 
to  n  direct  course  with  the  General 
Steam  Navigation  Company,  what's  that 
to  do  with  Hesnans'  coming  over  here 
for  the  Champion’s  belt?  Am  1  right, 
or  any  other  Man  ? 

Return  to  the  Subject 
Didn’t  Spurgeon  say  In  his  pulpit  that 
Louis  Napoleon  was  49th  cousin  to  the 
Gorilla?  What  did  President  Lincoln 
say  when  he  met  the  Duke  of  Welling¬ 
ton  at  the  Battle  of  Bull’s  Run.  Didn’t 
he  say  that  Spurgeon’s  Tabernacle 
would  make  a  good  Soup-Kitchen;  Rh, 
ami  right,  or  any  other  Man  I 
What  does  It  say  in  chap,  f,  verse 
sadly  of  the  History  of  the  Natives  of  the 
Uninhabited  Island?  Doesn’t  it  say 
what  belongs  to  the  man  belongs  to  the 
woman,  what  belongs  to  the  woman  be¬ 
longs  to  hereelt  and  as  much  .more  as 
she  eanelap  her  hand  upon!  Rh,  am  1 
right  or  any  other  Man?  / 

A  word  or  two  on  Iron-clad  ships.  Who 
first  discovered  ships  ?  Why  Alfred  the 
Great.  And what  did  Alfred  the  Great 
say  when  he  saw  Lord  Nelson  at  the  Bat¬ 
tle  of  Waterloo?  Rh,  am  I  righl,  er  any 
ether  Man  I 

Return  to  the  subject:— 

"Now  supposing  n  young  man  having 
nothing,  marries  a  ahemale  having  the 
aameemout  of  property,  and  they  put 

theUi^  ^Rh*  am  1  right) 

If  a  man  cant  marry  hied— eased  wif— 
sister,  can’t  he  merry  her  if  she  wasn’t  , 


If  Holloways, s  PHla  and  Ointment 
cures  the  blues  the  gout  and  the —  ■■  , 
What’s  that  to  Loro  Byron  f  Rh,  am  t 


Chambers,  or  any  other  Man? 


The  Sly  Glance. 

NEW  VERSION  BY  G.  SIDNEY. 

One  evening  in  my  bedroom  so  thought- 

How  to  manage  ior  the  beet,  In  (hot  whnt 
to  bent; 

My  Landlady  taen  entered,  and  hinted 
ao  polite 

That  six  weeks  rent  was  due  to  her  that 
very  night; 

In  course  of  eonveisatlon,  so  delicate  I 


or  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer  to 
do  with  it ?  Rh,  ami  right,  ox  any  o- 
therMan?  “  " 

If  a  man’s  wife  should  kiss  another 
man,  and  he  chosoufo.kis*  her,  again, 
What  is  it  to  Dr.  Tecmriol  Rh,  am  I 
r!fht.or  any  other  Man? 

If  Lord  Derbee  did* go  with  Nancy  in 
the  Strand,  what's  Shakespear  te  do  with 
U,  Rh,  ami  nght,  or  any  other  Man? 

Return  te  the  subject  j— 


If  ever  nn  Idea  she  entertained  to  wed': 

Her  epron  string  she  twisted,  supposed 
,  she  nq'er  should  be, 

W*>  would  ever  fency  her,  with  n  sly 
glance  at  me. 

I  complimented,  flatter’d  her  the  rent 
was  quite  forget. 

Being  short  of  money,  struck  the  iron 
whilst  twas  hot: 

A  sovereign  I  borrowed,  which  she  gran¬ 
ted  readily, 

So  with  wardrobe  in  my  carpet  beg,  bid 
adieu  to  No.,  S. 

Butjeruel  Rate  ordained,  soonjwe  should 
meet  again. 

One  day  beneath  an  archway  taking  shat¬ 
ter  from  the  rain, 

Who,  should  run  so  suddenly,  by  the 
ride  of  me, 

But  my  Landlady  who  took  an  ugly 
glance  at  me. 

To  her  very  chilling  leeks,  the  tain  did 

_  Car  prefer,  ;  i  > 

When  nt  a  little  distance  observed  n  mil¬ 
liner, 

A  previous  Introduction,  created  fresh 
.alarm*, 

When  uplifted  I  beheld,  a  chubby  pair 
of  arms.  . 

Sdprmaing  *h  enquired ,  where  of  fete 

As  for  a  twelvemonth  auywhertf,  me  she 
had  not  seen  j 

The  little  mortal  leaked,  and  appeared 
to  see. 

Her  darling  dear  Hopa,  took  a  sly  glance 
at  xhe. 

1  appointed  on  that  very  night  hexagon 
te  meet. 

As  rain,  made 

But  o“  3iatV«<^  evmfing,  another  Lady 
did  espy, 

1  ®o«d  not  really  withstand,  her  Utile 
killing  aye  : 

Toth# Park,  then  being  dusk,  for  a 
Stroll  we  went 

To  my^rmring  invitation*  she  qulekly 

Whilst  seated,  to*  obtain  n  kiss,  l  was 
making  free, 

When  slobby  with  his  bull’s  eye,  took 
s  sly  glance’ a*  me,  . 


T.  •«« 

• 

I  am  ready  now  to  many,  a  feet  linfrfo 

Clare. 

*7  »utr  lift  I  btnMilHwqa^ 

Batmj  war*Jatmd  to 
nemo  will  alter  toe. 

•o  Ladles  If  for  better,  for  wenn  yon 
will  have  me, 

Signify  the  same  and  cast,  a  sly  thaw 
at  me.— 


“Didn’t 

She  seem  to  like  it.** 

Air— “Early  in  the  Morning.” 

One  night  I  went  out  for  a  spree. 
Some  adventures  just  to  see. 

Didn’t  she  seem  to  like  it. 

Didn't she  seem  to  like  it. 

Didn’t  she  ecom  to  like  It, 

Upon  my  ward  she  did. 


I  went  to  her,  had  a  talk. 

Invited  her  to  take  a  walk. 

Of  course  she  said  there  was  ne  bank 
So  politely;  offerd  her  my  arm. 
Didn’t  she  teem  to  likelt, 

She  declared  1  waa  so  kind, 
f  Of  count  I  arid.  Oh  I  nevermind. 
Into  a  house  we  entered  In, 

1  called  for  stout  hut  she  drank—— m 
Didn’t  she  atom  to  likelt. 

For  mi  oyster  supper,  1  was  heal. 

To  join  me  she  was  quite  content. 

Six  dosea  had,  1  think  about, 

B  ut  then  the  extra  double  stout. 
Didn’t  ahOsecneto  like  it. 

At  last  she  saw  n  fine  young  ana. 

To  converse  with  him  began. 

She  left  me  saying  with  a  grin, 

I  had  him,  for  oysters,  stout,  *  gin. 
Oh  1  didn't  they  seem  to  like  It. 

Whilst  standing  by  myself  aim*. 
Found  my  watch  and  chain  haifrM. 
1  caught  her,  how  she  did  entrant^* 

Next  morning  l  was  early  these. 

To  prosecute  this  lady  fair, 

Of  course  her  fate,  she  did  bewail. 
For  six  months  she  was  sent  te  reel 
And  she  didn’t  seem.to  like  IL 


And  don’t  thtjy  seem  to  lika  Ik 
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valley  190kg  cheerful  &  gift 


.tCT  ’Village  home 

4'Oti*  -fi.J  I  •••  -  ri>  -*  THA"  a  -?  v 


The  lowing  h^  liAW/^it  the  r  raiid/atJ  Vy  V! 

The  lark  sprmgftlrbmthft  oojmpf  • 

Dogs,  huntsmen,  roundHhe  winding  thrOng'  <* 
?  Fleet  Towlfcr  leadfct^iy, 

Arise  the  burden  pf  WF 

;  ThiMayastagmustdie,  vnufr* 

With  a  hey,  ho,  cMe^jr:, 

Hark  forward,  hark  forward,  tantivy,  4 , 
Haik,  hark*,  tanjtivy, 

This  day  a  stag  must  did.  04  -  ^  ° 


My  Tillage  home,  my  Tillage  home, 

How  dear  thou  art  to  me,  ^  ^  ‘  *■**  «*• 
Tho*  many  yearg^hAVe  uasse^  ^ 

Since  last  I  aitfjtidd  WS9-  , 

The  hills  and  dalea  are  green  as  then,, 

•  The'Wk  singsjust  as  gayl^ *•  , 

But  those  I  loved  are  changed  and  gone, 

;  For  e™  P“8ea  ,ma*e  h0^  fc«, 


The  cordiaV^takes  it’s  merry  round, 
{The  laugh  and  joke  prev&il, 

The  huntsman  blows  a  Jovial  sound,  • 
The  dogs  sflhffup  the  gale. 

The  upland  wilds  they  sweep  along, 
O’er  fields,  through  brakes  they  fly, 
p  game  is- roused  too  true  the  song,' 
this*  day  a  stag*  must  die.  “  \  , 

J  With  k 


The  village  church,  the  Village  church, 
I  aee  tt  ’mid  thetrees.  ; 

Again  I  hear  those  merry  bells, 

D.pon  the  passing  breeze,  i » , 

The  valley  green,  the  silver  brook, 

*  Are  all  beloved  by  me, 


But  item  I  prized  above  them  all, 

I  never  more  shall  see. 

My  village  home,  b  • 


tor  stag,  the  doge  thy  haunches  gore, 
the  tears  run  down  thy  fiace, 

Je  huntsman’ 8  pleasure  is  no  more, 
His  Joys  were  in  thdnChase; 

Hike  the  gen'rous  sportsman  burns. 
To  win  the  blooming  fair, 
fat  yet  lie  honoiirs  eaeh  by  turnr, 
They  each  become  his  care. 


BEAUTIFUL  STAB, 

.  .  ..v.  •  a  >  •  • .  ..! ,«) 

Sung  by  W.  8.  WAMBOLD. 

Beautiful  star,  to  beaten  so  bright, 

Softly  tolls  thy  silv’ry  light, 

As  thou  movest  from  earth  dfar, 

Starof  tbeeaentog^ntitol  .^,  ^ 


ALL  MATURE  SALUTES  mE 
NEW  DAY. 


To  realms  of  loy^ 


Arise,  Jolly1  sportsmen,  the  sunburns  of  moin 
Illumine  the  mountains,  ana  crimson  the  tnori 
The  lark  spreads  his  wings,  A  to  heaTon’s  pore! 

-flies  '  ' 3u  *  •*  ''  1  • 

As  the  dew  drops  of  night  On  thtfforestleaf  dU 
The  linnet’s  sweet  carol  reioundsfrom  the  spra 
And  natune,  all  nature,  salutes  the  new  day. 


Shine,  oh,  star  of  love  divine* 
May  our  souls*  affection  twine 
Around  thee,  as  thou  movest  ate 


star! 


AiUUUU  w-  l  .-V 

Star  of  the  twifight-bei 


Love*  Thou  Gladdening  Powers 

'  Love,  thou  mhfld’ntogyow’i 
1  feel  thy  dart:  :  Hue, . 

Sighs,  eyery  anxious  hour, 

Speak  my  torttded  heart. 

.1*' i  Ah!  vain,  ah!  hopeless  grief, 

.  I  woo  thy  stay  !  N  v  s 

•  ^v  Be  thou  my  sad  relief, 

*  *  Wearing  my  life  away. 


From  the  light  rays  of  mornm 
And  nature,  all  nature?  sdlul 


dne  nawK-uuwuw  ■  iuwumvw  --  , 

While  the  victim-bird  trembles  lfithfear  b  despot 
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from  BALM'S  New  Open,  j'SATAN'ktLA, 
'tsm3  6ktfkm,B6'WltkQFtOVB.” 

:“’6M  v‘'8mtg  ty  U*s.*-av.  ALBYlf. 

>1  ,o!Xa  JJB  oiawM  f 

Oh,vouidvh*  totoauMthe  day  J''" 

On  which  I  ahatl  call  "her  nine; 
OTwdtaM^ree«MtWtofcer*ay, 


.mnaB  ti 


i  overthrow  i 

tfd  thFpbwer  titivate* 

fijkli  ouiifion&  hearts  go* 


1  knew; not  that  M'toifcray 
if  TiiMt,eecmclywbA^  *>&* 
•opitieouanpf 


Meher  consent  tomay, 
net,  with  a  toss  of  her.  head, 
Eever 

3V'i".‘t  W,7i  ’  7T')n  .*.  0,  ! 


But  o'er  tile  theft  I  now  icjoice, 
Sucn  bliu  from  thehce  did  S 
Did' Heaven,  accord  the  pgflrisio 


'Twovld  with  my  fond  heart  go. 


id  Wfllttake 


Lw*i»im»)wn; 

Xho'isertaini 
And  ewuldl'-bt 


THERE  WAS  A  TIME. 

{  "  (  iMi  .1J4  !  .  • 

Bong  bf  M*. »*> ^  Coni.  Wnsda  by  Mr*  Carpenter 
faueio  by  Mr.  Knight, 


°*5?;  *xmWf 


trrhjup*  the  day. 


An  Angel  Form  in  dreamt  Beheld 

"  u«o  ■  i^i^LADV  rJl  .  .  . 

flom  Balfx's  new  Omi?  “S  AT  ANELL  A, M 
u  ha^O^BE  of  LOVE,. 

Si^g  by HARRISON. 

-  ‘  .Otbi-Bi:*  "•  Y^i**  <iof«  1  ^  •  .  I 

An  angel  formlndreams  beheld 
Still  charmsttiyfAnfcy'e  ’n^keful  eyes, 

•And  morning’s  light  has  not  dispeiPd  - 
The  radiance  of  its  lovely  guise, 

Stl&libvtaiiig »«  »  hifoyant  winge, 

■pffilafessBffii;  ■  “ ' 

thtawUd^sf^OThleTOlii^i^^:  '  i 

* 'Beloved  by  thee,  myself  tor&nowi .  • 

. ~ 


JSjit  once  again— oh,  once  again,  c 

More  joyous  days  appear  r ouyt 


4  the  Jieittbn  me*  wiitfuf gate ; 

Still  in  mine  ear  her  sweet  votes  rings 
'tV»  *iM*rt*rwm*e»>mW 
‘‘Bel°Te4i»jt,ntM;«^f  toknow, 

>  IH  welcome  glvowSSMSWde.” 

.....  : ■’  *  i  i  ■  •  l'lV  :  . 


Osr^eartan’iii^ttot 

Vm»  BALFE'S  New  Opera,  "SATANBLLA 
tr  tin  POWBR  OP  LOVE.”  ' 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONQS 


ay  are  allowed  by  government, 
rgo  the  whole  hog  or  none. 


To  see  the  Lodging  he  express’d 
A  wish  and  dothiug  more. 

Air— “Low  Back’d  Car.” 

Mrs,  Crumps/,  was  a  widow  •  -  %  , 
Stout,  and  flfty-sU. 

The  knock  she  quickly  answer’d. 
Admitted  Mr.  Hicks; 

Who  was  opposite,  without. 
Looking  all  about, 

A  know  at  the  door, 

Mr.  Gr eon  to  bo  roe. 

The  apartments  called  to  see. 

|  ^  Airr*‘'One  Horse  Shay.” 

|  Mr.  Hicks  alone  was  left, 

So  he  cleared  from  right  and  left 
All  the  little  articles  he  could  see, 

As  she  admitted  M*. Green,  ■ 
Whom  from  the  notice  he  had  seen, 
Called  the  apartments  just  to  see. 

Air.— Early  in  the  Morning. 

Mr.  Hicks  with  pockets  fall  of  store, 
Met  Mrs.  C  just  at  the  door ; 

As  Mr.  Green  she  did  admit, 

Mr.  Hicks  made  his  exit 

He  would  see  her  in  the  morning , 
He  would  see  her  in  the  morning, 


WRITTEN  BY  FRANK  HALL. 

MU81C  AT  FOSTER  fc  CO., 
HANOYBB  ST.,  REGENT  ST.,  W 

Oh,  long  I  hare  sung  of  the  sweet  Nan- 

WhoTfved  in  the  Strand  aa  you  know, 
But  she’a  given  up  her  lodgings  in  the 

/•  An4*h^  btlUd  with 

But  I’ve  got  another  gal,  and  her  name 
it  is  8al, 

The  sweetest  aa  ever  was  aeon, 

Her  eyes  we  so  bright  and  she  sheas  hex 


Oh!  Fie,  Hiss  Smart. 

Written  and  Sung  by  B.  W.  Mackney, 
Music  at  Foster  k  Co.  IS  Hanover  St. 

Ain.— Good-by*  Swbbthbab* 

The  gas  lights  Me*  good  folks  are  sleep- 

The^watch-dog  growls  at  cat  and  thief, 
And  I  eff*  see  your  black  eyea  Woeping 
To toSway***  grief— to* drown  your 

My  heart*  once  ’guess’d*  ‘twaa  false  a 

llu  t*nowT know  you’ve  slgVd  a  sigh 
In  a  dark  rival’s  “long  pjne”  arms, 

Oh,  he,  Mist  Smart,  oh  he, 

Thesun  of  a  fine  day  is  thinking, 


Her  eyes  are  her  windows  thro*  which 

What°SaUy  has  had  fordwner.  ) 

Oh,  Sally  Sly,  oh  criminecry  l 

-t  .  v  - buzzum  a  twister, 

gir  l  in  my  life, 
bby  81y’e  sister. 


.  Hazel  Dell. 

In  the  Hasel  Dell  my  NeUy’Mleeping, 
Andmy  lonMy^onefy  watch  I’m  keep. 
Nelly^ost  and  gone. 


For  if  ever  I  lov’d  a  girl  in  my  life, 

»Tis  Sally  Sly,  Bobby  81y»s  sister. 

She's  been  very  ill  with  a  cold  in  her 
nose,  "j  , 

And  the  rheumatism  In  her  heels,  , 
And  the  hUe  and  lumbago  hi  two  of  her 
toes, 

Which  put  the  poor  girl  off  her  meals. 
She  ‘a  cured  at  laatby  Morris  ona’ Pills, 
And  a  tremende-ous  big  blister, 

So  you  hive  the  blitter  and  you  have  the 

Amfl’llhave  Bobby  Slya’  slater. 
Oh.Sally  Sly,  oh  criminecry  1 
l  You’ re  given  my  buzz  am  a  twister, 
For  if  ever  1  lov’d  a  girl  in  my  life, 

_  *Tis  Sally  Sly,  Bobby  Slya’  slater. 


Here  in  moonlight  often  we  have  wan¬ 
der’d 

Thro’ the  allent  shade; 

Now  where  leafy  branches  drooping 
downward, 

Little  Nelly’s  laid. 

Chorus. 

All  alone  my  watch  I’m  keeping* 

In  the  Hazel  Dell,  , 

For  m^darling  Nelly’s  nearme  sleep- 

Nelly,  dear,  fareweU. 

In  the  HazelDell  my  N  ally’s  sleeping 
Where  the  flowers  wave  ; 

And  the  ailent  stars  are  nightly  wesping 
O’er  poor  Nelly’s  grave. 

Hopes  that  once  my  bogom  fondly  cher- 


Apartments  To  Let, 

WRITTEN  BY  G/SIDHBY. 
COPYRIGHT. 

Air— Lord  Lovell.  M  ^ 

Apartments  to  let  in  a  window  fU  ate n 

Call’d  the  apartmenta  to  see,  eee,  eee, 
Called  the  apartments  te.aee.  ^  >; 

®  Air— “The  Cure.” 

Some  men  play  such  -roguish  tricks, 

N  or  in  honesty  btlisve. 

Such  wars  Messrs.  Hicks,  and  Green, 
Both  Tickets  had  of  leave  ; 

Mr.  Hicks  in  fashion  dress’d 
Knocked  loud  at  the  door. 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SONQS 


Of  a  watch  hejhad  inpawn. 

1  paaaad  a  public-house  to  day* 

HfiKsgfsassss-*. 

▲  wafer  to  decide. 

•Is  that  pin  up  or  down!*  said  he, 
Bald  1, 4  'Tween  me  and  you, 

If  I  wasn't  quite  up  iniftlty-one. 

I'm  down  in  sixty-two.  w 

Bo  now,  my  friends,  a  warning  take, 
As  you  walk  up  and  down,  - 

for  anarpe  abound,  make  no  mlstski 

In  this  fum'd  London  town  :  .  ; 


la  eighteen  hundred  and  fifty  one, 
ToXondon  * 

To  toe  the  Ci 
Of  which 


He's  got  into  a 
Of  wanting  tog 
He's  mad  is  a 1 
If  he  gets  we 


heard  the  fame.  . 

lads  how  I  was  bit, 


He  will  childwenhaye  ne  doubt. 
Spoken.— And  if  he  has  chUA 


THE  SNEEZE. 

Or  Dundreary's  brother 

flam 


Amaa«lkf  H«b«l  SAHTUt. 
tad.  at  L’BNTAHT  ft  HODGHUNi. 
IS,  Bathbone  Plaoe.  W. 

H  weally  W  odd,  that  folks 
ron't  let  a  (Utah  sneeae.  * 

're  been tryS^aUHieaqr  and  . 

ret  I  cannotdo  It  with  eeee, _ 

But  stop — er— (trytjg  *o  aneeae)no, 

1  think-^ftndnfto  sneesejno, 

I  never  shall  I  doubt, 

Spoken.— "I  wish  I  could  do  It  or  lot 


It’s  ope  of  those  ^  *  . 

Thatno1; ftllaf  cam  find  out. 

1  was  going  to  snsesa  just  new,  I 

l  think  I  should  hare  snose, 
Snose  V  that's  not  right, 

At  least  not  quite. 


At  least  not  quuc. 

I’ve  a  wrong  word  used  no  doubt, 
fipoken,— Let’s  sea— how  is  thatt 
mmo  snoeaing  snose— no  that’e  not 

ttupsomehow.  sh  well—  - 
It’s  one  of  those 

;»ya  corns  down  hero  to  twy  and  stop 


tKBBRSiHK  1 

mmg  pw’il  Mi. 

Spoken.— What  is  It  t  I'knaw,  my  ser¬ 
vants  fhther  was  my  godmothsrsgwoom, 
ms  then  what  welation  is  mr  servant  to 
we.Ifmy  servant’s  godmother  was  my 
f  fathers  gwoom  1  am  my  gwooms  fathers 
horses  godmother— no  that’s  not  wight 


Onosaia  ter  me,  ‘Will  y( 
■*  8aldPI°,U‘Sfof  tfcat  won’t  do 

‘.SSSySKSKS 

ft  man  < 

^nd  rtftoW-rttUrfwWiX 


irtone  oftbess 


Thing,  J  suppose 
That  no  fellah  can  find  out. 


■ball  lost  the  pwoperty,  oeew 
son  will  be  his  w  Abbxt-  wabh... . 
not  the  word— Me  hams— no  ho  i . 
his  XAzn  because  hr  wtMsa  wteagd 
that’s  a bwbwn  one  died  Umi  frifri 
been  died  so  often  it  must  Urquito  deed 
by  this  time— hie  his— ah  well  ’ 

It’s  one  ot  those 

v 

1  wonder  whose  apartment 
This  iat  mine  ftt'e  not, 

I’don't  think  it’s  my  slaters 
Cause  a  sister  I've  not  got, 

No,  let  me  see 
Whose  esn  it  he. 

It's  sombody*s  ne  doubt— 

Spoken.— If  I  had  a  sister  I  wsnist 

toSsMUTlttk.  .partm.nti  ta  atajmc 
th»  whol.  boou  to  min«— no,  I  ain  ti 
I  take  a  house  none  of  the  apartments 
are  mine  no— I  mixed  it  up  somehow— 
ah  well 

••  It's  one  of  those  ✓ 

3S&  frUsSImm  find  ont. 

stop  I  think  I'm  going  to  sosose. 

It  alone  or  do  It  pway,  - 

What  can  it  be 

Bo  pw  event  me  (sneezes  after  an  efltet  > 
I’ve  sneesed  at  last,  hooway. 


Stars  of  the  Summer 
Bight, 

Woxds  bt  Lokoraxxow. 

Start  of  the  summer  night, 
far  in  toB  ssure  deeps. 

Hide,  hkle  your  Bolden  light : . 

She  sleeps  t  my  Indy  sleeps  i 

Keen  of  the  sumxper  night. 

Far  down  yon  asure  steeps, 
&Jnk,slnk^ln  silver  light; 

She  sleeps  1  my  lady  sleeper 

.  »  «  .  V  ■  > '  r  '  •? 

Dreams  of  the  summer  night, 
TeUher  herlover keeps  watch, 
jv  While,  in  slumbers  light, 

ghe  sleeps  1  my  lady  sleepal  t 

;  *r  w  \  •  -  ■  — L 


r 


V 


NEW  COLLECTION 


,  “Pnne«n,  <**  that  t^s  to  wr*’ } 

gSHBBSS3S& 


.  etnaotbcom.. 

Historyirta, 

▼eloped  in  fogand  misteiit,  and  to  DlWntfi'-'i# 

t*«ee  Into  the  .fog',  and  the  midth  of  the  mlS’  be 

stfar«s.T±; 

; «►»  wjsraa^iy 

.  ■  Aik,  jt  '  ' 

SiS^jBbS/ 

d  h,.Itt  King  in  the  ielf-same  breath 
Did  those  weird  haa«:  oi»»u>, 


h  >.  , . vi  •  ti  i  • 

(it  •>-«  v?  j'<»«a7f  J  ii  i  AIM# 

’““^tktitfcBdekjn-i^  gthh  enaitou 
"•  q'j  !<•»  Ll(U  j  .  Stot  thatfknoei 

«m#  “bUVtty1 

of  life*  i»  ?done,  and 

▼■Uni^R'  5*  0,14  p *»*taMdf  Mr 

rijht  to  consider  him  .  T 

Not «°  Macbeth, ;for  havingtuSed£» 

5«lwon  aM  the  ttoHouag  toiftimnsutf! 

5anQ^°  by  an  orin  tridF  J 

ss&eas-sferfi 


[pells  andgSMety,  ft 
ly  great,  in  *hot  and* sweet 


tok  of  Scottish  lasses,  ■•-  •  -r • 

•  Spokkn.  :  ■  ' 

your  company,  and  stui  am  in 


‘  thee,  (nnaspg. 
It  snkes  me  forcibly 

l  dinnak^’hiiiVra 


®®***ve  my  sense,  toot,  loot,  I 
And  drops  o’  MoMtliat  jA«k'  the 

i  *  Air— “The  Maniac.’ 

^*yltdhnc%  «iW#all,  i  t, 

And  gouts  ef  blood  by  no  mdan 


W’g'SfiS  ^ 


new  collect  on  of  songs, 


Y»ra«Lm 

ifiMPWrtbWtfihV 


elicits^ ifltfclG  Mff 

>  ■  ^Plw®lue  Boi 

March,  m«tfw8iwatd  »nd  Thi 
Ten  thws#w»4  BstPhtW? 

Marchy-idiiarafe  MMMriBwie  ti 

•jaflBKMP 


iw»  fsliwrtfl  nae  *- 3" 

Tho’  all  he we--* »»» 
They’ve  not 

r  i.  Talirtf  them  on  their  way—  J^Lj, 

*  theii»pflfi7— -'gW*e  me  ttte)sttflte» 

t  ,.i  *vm  itok  x!*n 

ilWB&SSWfc  1  ®®hnre  ajueBet 

ray.  , 

*  aba  ,“»Sf5'ftadAS?jSld^e^ 

2  Hr  auburn  hairi'^’f^  V. 

tTwiinMwa  oj  $tedtt-  af^-WMiWea^  I  fe? 

s  ,K1A&W^J»“  ringsmevry  wort  ,, e •  w, 

»  !  :,  HWWrtifcavei  »hei iBounfo''  t.' 

j  is  fir  nae  forsake  my  highland  #B» 

.  .  .,tFor  aU  thejw«ld.»i»eS|y»ri;!iri;::  s  >'• 


le  Bessie  Gray. 


fJ.Wjlfi  cT  j  ir'ioog1'  W»^.*y  'Hr. 

:.»W^58  _ i 


, -woman-Dorn  am  uw  p ^  t  j « J , 

«K*15lL 

^^fcSage  all  the  aame  to  yoh,  «ft„  Rt 

C)  1  ■,  ‘tiodb  isilv 

ftjiCTK^ward^^  |<ike  the  Bn*» 
h^lfemaniwo^d  hath  reechjd^M^^ethtoahp^e 
ThxaBhJdbtedM.Tho  first  crfes  auatsWiMW .. 

«.f  L*mm  wstfift»ft*x2*“g  “*®*fe* 

.:  -&  *»WMBuirthn£ray."  ‘ 

. >  Dunean’e  wSWfiU  **&* ”ggfm& 
Shrouded  MMV.  J,  .  .^,,4,1 

»» 

joilS  jw£ 

-*  t jj  »>  |  -*r- 

YrtttWhI‘tS*t  awtnsomeilass,  -•««  -  ■ 

A  bOttHi  isIWNraa  she-f-.  )(lS.  .,  ,  .,. 


Wb.'tbefce  ribWWs0  gift? ttftatffc&T. 

I’m  a  soldier  now,  Lieette  i 
Yes,  of  battle,*  rtuaatoewiatef*  *;- 


)naorJMi™U  gs 

ee^ U^idfS  * 

ihtni*tKe,f6fc>',:n,f 


Hi,  the  tri|mpets.Yl^J»sl««»fiWr» 


saw’the'  brighrblush  d 

Of  bonuie  Bessie  Gray- 


How's  your  Poor  Feet. 

WaiTTBN  BT  Q.  W.  HUKT. 
Uualcat  L’XNFAHT  ft  HODGKIN, 
tjH  BATHBONB  PtAC*. 

W* t“ruriar>Btt7 *°m* °P  •* 
pP<£f.«’?<“*Uoa  of 

^w&ssuft* mv 
^sSES?1  ,h,mk  ^  »7  *** 

*‘ho^to’Hr“u*a  4#DHtaw» 

w  h«"^  Wanda, 

-^sessear.-J 


Ttitndni rig, UniUiUMmU  _  Bflly  Patti 8011. 

if  1  did  VH  hUUmII  ..... 1 0h* *w5t*®sJ,<t*fc. «“® “e  # 


MsSS& *-*■••-*  229*®**^ « 

next  £2/ af"y,,°rjl  I,u  ♦•“  «• 
rfa  ^#nan*L2f,5y  f®®*  ^  *ell  unto  thoov 

—  ■■■  ■■  V  Do^rfclln^oiHUllme. 


itll  mo ,  don't  toll  me. 
Chum. 


- /w«  o«  in  ini 

^•tffSSXAk 


S  ^“hyonii  “How's 
your  poor  feet.’*  w  ■ 

Proahjrioofc,  I  expoctod  eometklnc 
Wh*“i0J"7  ,urPrii»  ujri  “How’s 

your  poor  feet.** 

ta£“  atroat-lt’a  roallj  ft. 

■  ?bpo“k/«^*°  P0«r 

T’other  day 1  Ula  down  Mac  n.t  Tory 
»u  awoke  by  a  rin,atthe 

1  w“th«5JSrt^* 4oor*  wh*“  **lrlu 

Said  1 'Mothers**  compliments ’"'How** 
your  poor  Ibet.  ” 

BjJmee if  *  ®otrtAt-“^t  whoever  you 

They're  sure  to  be  asking  you  'iHew’s 
your  poor  feet." 

]Now  5.  Lady  Acquaintance  Mrs.  Julia 
®*dggs# 

HaTlna  mat  with  aa  accident  baa  Two 
Wooden  Lags. 

°n#  ^street  WM  Bubbling  along  In  the 

Wken  toys  "hollard”  out  at  her 
"How's  your  poor  feet.'* 

As  she  walked  in  the  street— to  her 
what  a  treaty 

^•asfcS* psafe*-1-*! 
X"ttJS&8Sjp  th#T 

°r  W*i,' H?BU*d.,rUi  Sb«wmatl*f  w 

wra.  *!*•  the  gout, 

WAy-fhen  1*4  consider  the  question  i 
discreot.  r  -  .  >171 

To  aekthe  eaidpereon  ««woII«  ”How»e  .< 

Bu‘^»  »ta^a*ljriat— Ifaporaonyon  ^ 


Hose^of  Haseldeen.  bw» Pattu»«!7£dlb,e, 

CiwpoMdbrd.  W.  CaBBBT.  }.g?»grJi?g»wmdla, 

»M.rt°#rt.iftCo:,,fwB„1|^  SftXite® 

Abac  tka  lonely  mountain  aid.,  Chowan  etheman  lntkla  yer  to 

Th*‘rtraa“7teoa™ 

t^fps^“,srPjsa:  Ih‘d*$,ate*o:.“DUk< 

t  •,fr  wa#  ,##n*  Somebody  hit  hum  on  .'the  bead '  with  s 

1  “S*’1  £«»»“•;  aha  bloahla*  .aid-  brlciC  '  ‘  1  * 

Hose  of  Haseldeen."  Don’t  tell  me.  don't  tell  m 

Sweet  Rose  of  Haseldeen,  Oh,  what  did  he  say  when  he  eami 

*>••*  thou'lt  ever  be  to  me,  Oh,  BUl/pattSon 

Sweet  Bose  ef  Haseldeen.  I  say  darkies  this  won't  do. 


Her  bresth,  like  lowering  thorns,  was 

As  stTri&t  washer  eye; 

jBffiy fixs?wM*puu’ 

The  birds  sing  swe^er,  to  mine  ear, 

The  flowers  are  flurer  seen: 

AH  Native  smiles  when  shOismear— 
Sweet  Bose  of  Haseldeen. 

Sweet  Bose  of  Haseldeen  Be. 

■  6* . 

A  Little  more  Cider  too. 


Somebo^^HU^onvthe 'bead;  with 

0 fcwSJBKKfflSSU 

I  say  darkies  thiswonU do. 

Don't  tell  me,  don't  tell  me. 

Billy  Pettleon,  Be 

w*TW«»d,dgi:;fa*““- 


A  lam.  old  nlMttii  th.r. to  b.  Men , 
Don't  teU  me,  don't  tell  me. 

Aadtbia  irtb.  man  that  .truck  old  BUI 
Billy  Pattlson,  Be . 


ad a  i  love  an  the  rest; 

1  love  the  girls  fbr  loving  me, 

Ohdear!lTamso^hir^Bt* 

X&S&MS&SWT 

And  a  tub  or  apple  butter/ 

Chorus. 

Oh  a  little  more  eider,  too, 

A  little  more  cider, too, 

A  little  more  cider  for  Mis*  Dinah. 

A  little  more  eider,  too. 

Whea  first  I  saw  Mise  Snowflake, 

_  ’Twas  on  Broadway  I  spied  her. 

®y  fat  And  boots™  would, 
f  ••nld  been  beside  her. 

«»•  looked  at  me,  I  looked  tether, 

«  ASi*®®n  *  Aweeed  the  street;  • 

And  then  she  said  to  me— 

A  little  more  cider  sweet. 

Oh,  a  little  more  cjtyur,  Bo 

Ok*  I  With  I  was  an  apple.  , 
_Anflwmwflake  was  anotMyi^  ! 

Oh/ wbMhpretty  pair  we'dmake. 

igMt.MSwo.MiM, 

When  ^U  the  tree  they  spied  her, 

To. think  how  we  would  be, 

WhiB  we're  made  into  elder. 


Nil  Besperamdum, 

t.  BLOCSLBT. 

utk.  moraine  of  lift,  with  booom  olato, 
Theyoutk  leaves  the  fbnd  home  of  hie 

To aeek o'erthe  treacherous  ocean  his 


To  seek  e'er  C 
fhte, 

And  in  life's 


Ana  m  ine's  busy  scene  take  s  part ; 
Per  whatever  hla  lot,  'mid  trouble  mid 
care, 

He  singe  "Nil  Deepersndum,"  I'll 
never  despair* 

O'er  ocean's  expanse,  tho«  dark  clouds 

arise, 

And  storms  in  loud  gusts  sweep  the 

the  tompMttoaa'd  Toaaol  right  onward 
_^^ihefliee, 

.  Tet^®  ■torm  most  terrific  shelbraves 
For  whatever  his  lot,  'mid  trouble  and 

tare. 

He  singe  "Nil  Desperandum,"  I'll 
never  despair. 

AtlengthWhen  the  perUoue  voyage  is 

Hew  quickly  he  spring,  on  hi.  W  na- 

>r^,^<!^^^',lt,,l*lpmewArd  he  flies 
Then  throwing  off  aU  his  tremble  and 
><Vv  ■  care, 

1,11 

....  hTi>  *  -  <& 


TfttbBYow  w^woSdti"” 

Whin  we’re  made  into  elder.  - 

.  Y  Ob,  •  Uttlo  mordeldor,  ft. , 


RBT  ARB  PATDTO1K  SORBS 


I  really  couldn’t  help  it 

#  COPYRIGHT. 

WHITTEN  BT  OBO.  STDNBT. 

Inquired  if  tike  exhibition 
I  should  like  to  eeo*r 
la thefhahion  she  was  dress’d* 

lESfiAlSSasb 

To  take  a  glass  of  wine. 

I  really  couldn't  help  it 
Couldn't  help  it, 

Couldn't  hen  It, 

I  really  couldn't  help  It, 

Nor  any  other  man. 

She  was  so  agreeable, 

My  affections  soon  did  win. 

So  loringly  entreated  ue  p  . 

To  stand  a  pint  of  gink 
My  lore  then  quickly  ranithed, 

As  she  called  of  Hedges  be* 

She  really  couldn't  help  it. 
Couldn't  help  it, 

Couldn't  help  it. 

She  really  couldn’t  heljfit. 

She  was  such  a  lushy  gal. 

Of  the  Exhibition  all  Ideas 
Vanished  quite  away. 

To  dinner  she  supposed 
Together  we  shoo#  go,  f, 

A  denial  I  intended, 

I  couldn't  really  say— No  1 

I  really  couldn't  help  it,  ;n... 
Couldn't  helpit,  ■" 

Couldn’t  help  it,  ^  sO 

I  really  couldn't  help  it,  . 
She  was  sach  a  cuonlpg  gal. 

So  loyinlyher  arms  j!  > 

My  efetch  jkem  out  tty  rast*  • 

A  Policeman  in  plain  etottiea, 

The  morement  did  petceire. 

Declared  sho  was  a  thief,  ?  iluv 

I  scarcely  could  belie?#. 

I  redlly  couldn't  help  it,  >  |> 

Sho  was  such  a  MODEST  gal. 

H«  tookhu  ■, 

To  giro  areUsoiLoaune,  i-.s 


They  hit  my  pork-pie  bet, 


For  trtalk.  .boald  Madbor, 

Te  plead  would  bo  In  Tain, 

2ZS&ZSirb,t’it 


ut&'tZ&££.!b*erown-  ft, 

when  going  out  on  Sunday^ 

Vm  going  som  ewhere,  ft*; 

They  black'd  my  fkcewlth  soot. 

Smash'd  Mary's  crlnoUne, 

Before  1  could  get  up, 

iSrssdsv sar* 

When  going  out  an  Sunday. 

I'm  going  somewhere,  ftm 


Couldn't  help  it*, 

He  really  couldn't  hoto  If, 
Sho  was  sueh  a  wicked  gaL 

kiln*  Lady  Looks 
before  express'd 
rid  the  did  not  sesm 
east  distress'd; 


When  th  e  magistrate  hai  finished, 
So  tmpe rtihent  sho  said, 

AU  right,  old  bloak  t  months 
Vpon  my  blasted  head 

-  Lika  a  brick  can  do  it, 
lean  do  it, 

I  can  do  it, 

Like  e  Hriek  can  do  H. 
Or  any  other  gal. 


She  had  leat  her  erkkoUae, 

*s$& 

And  tea  tary  nun  way, 

They  may  say.  when  1  gat  home, 

Where  are  you  going  an  8undsy. 

I 'ingoing  somewhere,  fto 

Un*  dame  a  "bobby"  then, 

It  didmeeore  aflrtgbV  , 
f  Mlw  •^Mkiiiee  me  took, 

,  up  all  night;  * 

Charged  mewith  be'ng  drunk, 

_  Befojw  the  "beak"  on  Monday, 

wSi fmsssSy-i 

going  somewhere,  fto « 

No  money  I  had  got,  - 
_  S;  sate  the  "Why"  a  paper, 

To,  talie  me  off  to  auod, 

A  week  to  treadthe  ehsfbr. 
Tbagttr'nor  look'd’  at  me. 

Whea  l  eemp  Won  Monday, 

1  say,  old  chap,  sirfd  ho. 

Where  are  you  going  on  Sunday* 

I'm  going  somewhere,  ‘  c 
«  Some  mnny^ights  to  see, 

««  you, goto.  on  Hand*,, 

<  Th.y  seated  aiUr  m«. 


Where  are  yon  going 
on  Sunday, 


am  gomrto  tells  story. 

And  I  wish  you  all  good  health, 
row  what  I  am  going  to  toll  you, 

Tis  all  about  myself; 

^asr.r''  ** 

Chorus.  v  ,;i 
I’m  going  somewhere,  -**?>  * 
Some  fanny  sights  to  see. 


tfo  ftefher  stuck  behind ; 

».  the  park 1  toddled, 
ept  going  on  a  rum  way, 

-mm  the  people  bolload, 

mrc  ere  yon  going  oh  Sunday  t  ~ 

y  a  •  /  I'm  going  somewhere,  Ac* 


Come  sit  thee  down, 

•UNO  BY  MR.  J.  PLUMPTOtr. 

COmeiOTe  t^e#  WJ  honny,  bonny 

Come  tii  thee  down  by  mo,  loro. 

And  1  will  tail  thee  many  a  tale, 

Ofthe  dangers  ^th^ee;  V 


rSrd  ttralghtrgoes, 
ey  did  chaff, 
cowdab  on  my  nose; 
aopth  it  ran, 
wn  my  throat  some  way, 


was  done, 

Ing  out.on  Sunday 

*  I'm  going  somowhete,  Ac. 


m#ertf  along  on 

bW«a  Vm"* 

Wowot  taro  the  Strs: 
The  boys  got  flock 


Sho  was  known  so  well, 
8POTTED  was  the  phrtfl 
The  magistrate  commented 
On  her  wicked  ways, 


Clings  tp  the  shatter*^ 
Conte  lit 


mnC  0 


4  JOE  IN  THE  GOFFER.  , 

Till  going  to  tell  a  story  :  a  r 

The  truth  of  which  f  know,  ™ 

Of  MaryAnrne,  a  servant  git  1,  •-*  •> : 

n #  .Whose  sweetheart's  name  was  Joe. 

Of  her  mistress  and  her  si x-roomed  house. 
She  by  no  ^^tfef  probd . 

For  ‘twas  one  of  those  strict  {places,  * 
alfowed /‘  •  ; 

I  heard'Keribnce  rekie^Vwi  ‘ 

Ho  w  hW^mtetresSfche  did  do,  **«« 

r  Om  evening,  when  her  Joseph  came*  *  UiZ 
And  he  was  nigh  done  too. 

'One  nigljift4’>ii^M  4-^^thissus  weht 

My  Joscpb  came  that  way. 

•/*  ‘  ’-  I  *  •  <  »  v'.r  ra  v.r*ii  y;><ri  - 

HethifeW  at  tWWiiftiow-*.  zip  tj  n 

yiop&d  tim^rea  gate.  ' 

let  h^t  jfxnjUaid  tl?e  ninth,  '£**•'> 

supper /Are4! twas  late/ 

Yomi  two  eye»©»,  wg/tUbgre.  ^ 
And/iiaittek'wOtittf  heve  iPon  that  day,  -  - 
The  man  hactfbJrbuight  titebter/ 

Whnh  all  at  bneetame  Missus  back-**  , 
Whatever  shwMrLdp!  ivoT 

(She*d  chinked  her  mind  about  the  play)  * 
so 

Poor  Joseph  creeping  Jike  a  cat,  t  r  , 

Into  the  slid.  *  ,  ;  •* 

(  A:h/iueky thought/) — but  how  I  fell,  l?  i.r- 

As  I  popped  down  the  lid.  ^ 

Then  down  came  Missus/ and  said  she,*  ,t 
“Wa  wft«HfAi^morrow  mom  - i  .  .  ^ 


»?  ;:•..*  «  vi  si*  ♦  '•*** 

rrA^  byTtTf^^^ 

JoeboJtgd  uR[th^  afaQMpb^'  *'<5>  :%)0  ^  ’ 


'  •  V*f "  t0  **•**&»  \  :  1  *, 

’  _T^  °;U*  T>  u;V> 

-ttjp,  DfAB,  ejNIt;***:?,* 

I’mSeiuiingp’er  the  gate,  ArilSj**? 


I’m  Jeaaing, o’er  the  gate,  Aifirf^'1  * 

’Neath  thy  eottage  walk  /  *»rf4  *i  .w§*t  u  *j 
ITBfi^w'^gnVeak*,  the  i 

T  Hear  twtVumpet’s  calkotr  «c  * ,  ,,T 

•!C^6l.'’M4’lfMipk  o»y  <*j»*  «b»MiVi.5« ; 

ad*  ^Thesadtear  in  thine  eye#u  v  - 

i^ghft  ^^#tntehtfqaail 
,  w  So,  Annie  dear,  good  byew.  •  >.  t. ,k  ’ 

TW»jM5*nU*fc 

_ .Iv.  K.*4fbki,iati»«v  ■  r* . 


•’We  wash tomorrow  mom,— 
You’d  better -light  the  copper  fire,  : 

And  make. the  water  warm.?  - 
I  nearly  tfcbfr’diddwn  with  aflYight. 


•  *  rr  T  .  ft'.vrrr  x  .  v7-  x - 

And  dip  the  water,  which  I  pour'd 
Into'thfc  ted^^’o^pottf  fhe. 


,97  l  .*m  7*1  ffW  :  *H  J 1  lifi  'j,  . -  ) 

I  whtspered  tqdear  Joseph* 

^aaisr 

^nd^yras  fo^idte ^trikeU, 


j** 


r  Joe  ;  *r-v  ■ 


Kick  'dns  if  he  d  itkUVlifceiit.}  # , 

1  reaityaanfc.wti'ijieh/^bt  , 

When  a  thought  came  in  mt  hsad,?-  . 
.  -S«y|[t  mum s^nce  yotf  Mftre’beleh  otit, 
Onrni  your  fowls  is  dead.  ^  , 

ahe  took  ike  candle  in  her  hand.  y 


tr  A  gloricms  one  ’twill  befi «  ^  *>»  > ;  v  > 
But  whatsoe’er  ^he  fate  I  mee^  v  '  ,;,‘n 
.  ill  g  (TO  conquer  or  t6  ^tej,  4’-  5 

This  heart’s  last  throb  for  thj^e"w&l  fbeai(— 

So,  Annie  dcar^Wed  b^vj  *  ^fr?  • 

n..  ;, .;,r  ^rs  ;,  I  j 

f  .fijvi  m-  :  fm<  v7<  /  - -  —  ’k-'^»W 

iiir-tMf  J.'i  *i T  j  ,  .iW’tltoj  ••  ?;»«:■  fit "V 

MOTHER, 'HE^  GOING  JSWAVj  ;/ 

tmlWfa^e'd  by  Duflr  and  HodgsoW/  Qi^rd  < 

|  .bviuMtatl  /iT:aL  A 

jSWP,flflw,.what  are  you  crying  foV.^eily 
-:**  Don’t  fee  blubbering  there.like  a  .fqni, 
W>W(«^ightTof  your  vWMfflm  J* 
Ye’ll  break  down^heHthtee^^^ed^stool^ 

^fe,qir4onH^^ve  a  word  fhat .  t  ^  ^ 

S^reV6^k^whow  hif  sarveSup^^^ais/ 

yr  . KeaTtlVJ  t  :  #rmr-n  -ff  i- 

“But  ft«the*’’-’«Oh  c. 

“But  motherj he's  going  1  lu 

^dl/tj^m’d  t‘oth«ir  «igW^o»Tid-T  i 

•WSdiWIrhw  he’tf’oWM^;; 
theM'‘8rfe  ‘comrort  yoamah^fttfbaifetter''  »» 
IWr  he  neith^  can  read 
Foir.’twW^^},i^8t  week  yoa»fqiiii>eii/ »-  i 
Whenhe  oourted  fat  Biddy  Ma^rf.,°f  3“"f  1  T 

And  I  dreamid  t^a^^io^^ 

Walked  round  my  bed  ; 

aWay^T 


f  ~  .  ;  °  T7*  qwflwpws" 

‘—Oh,  botitet^f1 

h»*a  ••:  •  <  >'  ' 


THE  EOTCKKr,  OVn,  wm 


Koui  j  nk*.  til* 

Mybravecom] 


with  WeW  Alii 


,  .,crl  Odlfol  *i'S  turiirt 

Prom  BALFE'S*«rw  Opera,  “8  AT  AN  ELL  A, 
or  THB  POWER  OP^PVE.'’ 

Sung by" MISS  LOUIsktJSiBC'-r  *  ■ 

■•  Zb  ut  ia1tB«9TJsfllVH^-  ■:  >'  >«£>  .*  >-. 

1  j»%***>*»«' » 

ah  woman  nrn9  my  icflxi  resumes  nor  iwaj. 
Though  common*  love  hi*  wt^eMMMhrttteoU* 


Alike 


.  Render,  oft***.  v~-h  ".‘k^ 
Wilder  jt^anthe  wild  waves  we; 
^Mefry  te^nin  atownand  fight,  v  , 
DhhW^^ena^eUdeUrtt,. 

i^felSiss&SlS®  « 

Btm  re»dy  boih  ^>,  brave,  . 

Danger  brings  us  fierce  delight,  ' 
Wheathe  winds  have  good  to  sleep, 

><? v  WSfcAil  we.tbefea»t  prepare, 

>  Hovedog  round  an  hoitUle  *hore, 

iiz&mxltt;*,1'*;  %■ 


AM  the  fottPhbey, 
Weeping  eyermora. 


Laugh  we  when  the  bri 
_£®3“S*  fdj  teat* hi 


to  won  prize  in  hand, 
tit,  woild’a  digdai*-  • 


!  T  •  **.;  Cii-  ,  ^  -J _ _  . .  r  ,  r-^rtn  SU.’U 

IN  SILENCp®^  HE&RT ‘Q$- 

ggassatgaaiig 


of  mine! 
re  resign. 


From<BAL$E%  Hew  fopeia?'-:  “SA’fciN 
°  <a  the  WfWBR-CP  LO¥®^ 

.  Sung  by  M*.  W.  HAHRWON. 

-epia^Oii  ■ 

is  forsake, 


r#7m  X  ‘jai.  •  * 


**«  r'  -r  h  «!T«  -fr :  ^f  V  a 

<1  •»'  «(,*»  ■  itfiij,  vy  .  .  fjl  i  -r  'i1  •  - 

When  fortune ftowns  and  fHendi 
Aha^fkith  in  ldve  is  dead ;  T 
When  man  Jf^&0lib  s 

One  gddblUie  measure  doth  remai 
Worth  all  toe  leys  he's  lost,  i 

^fiSPSSBStt 

« !  /h  rv  /»/•  *»  *ur»  *»T  : 

That  lighted  morning's  jpath  5 j  _r  _ 
60  dull  tho  world  around  us  seekhs. 

At  life  itself  we're  wrath,  -irh> 
New  vigotft  thenWould  we  regain, 
Lefs  thhih  at  some  knave's  cost. 

r  Worth  all  the  joys  i ri 


JpoW  grief  waiAttthygauiing, 
But  ever  uncomplaining, 

'^swssmm 

9f\Hmnr,0  „ . 

Stitfop  thyrivalinrrtfiig,- *  ‘ 

No  wrath  thyio^i^fi^1^,; 
In  silence  had  heait'qpw  *  * 

... 

bet  no^SeWbrld 

In  silence  sad  heart  go. 


ROVERS,  BOXERS  OP  THE  SEA 

•wig  by  Mg.*.  CORRI.  in 
Opera,  “  SAT  AN  ELLA,  or  THE  POWER 
OP  LOVE,” 


NEW  AND  FAVOURITE  SOI 


The  i 

Lodging-House  Cat. 

wobds  BTS.  LtmtMvt  banks. 

JIOTIO  BT  H.  H.  HOWARD. 

, 

Oh,  a  wonderftil  monitor  there  Is  to  be 
found, 

Wherever  wo  look  this  metropolis  round 

wta“V*t  how  If  Hwim 

to  dwell, 

S^hotLina^uonor  Buffon  to  able  to 
Blt  own  state,  and  you’ll  thdt 
It  boMBmonlj  known  aa  the  Bodglng- 

A  rat,  a  tat  tat. 

With  its  feet  pit-a-pat. 

Beware  oft  be  monster. 


^  A  rat,  a  tat  tat,  Be. 

V(U*  uaiJLr"”*’ ud  now  *T*va 

1  t00fc*  W*t  U>*lltr*  tt  *  *•*  ***** 

But»  foe  believe  it,  that  kltoat 
MlghUuvemade  e*on  a  boa  eoartilslm 
For  Its  swSew  was  ssah  as*  la 


The  worst  Is  the  monster  that  goes  as 

So,  baSulTmi,  take  o  hint  from  a  ft  ad 
8h«a  the  Mine  Jack  Sheppard,  the 
Irtdftsfe-Xouse  Cat. 

•  •  i-  votaai  ™ 


worse  than  the  Cat, 

;>t  A  tat,  a  tat  tat.  Be. 

He^erad.me  magic,  the  amall  ahifte. 

It  rifladmy  basee,  end  ^i1 — ‘  as  Its 
own, 

uf  to^^e»te,  Msoassar,  and  Bau-de. 
111  my  powders 

H'‘  “fecit* 

|  .  j,\;  .  Am,iMw,jb. 

la th.  mi  itruf. 

Though  truM/Um.  mn  tkmtki 
monster  bsd  bean, 

LIkf  waa^ii?  M4|aMrpMt«  11 
I  had  gyriOM  my  brandy,  and  poison- 

Area  were  ninehhndied 

•o  I  vow'd,  with  an  oath,  whloh  eon'll 
flJ  JOMee  marvel  at,  *  '  “ 

,*k1wMt1i0“t’ #f  tw,Loa*ln^ 
C  Ant,,  til  tat,  Ac. 
Well,  I  shut  myself  up  In  the  enpboard 
-peeked  In  ra-| 

Till  1  heard  afaint  fooUtep  ascend  ^the 
stairs  fast— 

ow,^Isaid  to  myself, 'Hera' Bio mon-' 

A  smaUbunch of  keys  reached  the  look 

And  the  door  of  the  cupboard  flew  In* 
_  stantly  back, 


•Cnl'mtao  tatto  d.  it. 


^Wd^Atof. 

i«n  began  abuse, 

1  did  not  choose, 
i  no  use. 
toe  Bite  do  It. 


W1““toISI  •*,*Ml**aV op  ta 
“*  wh,WIaU*h‘ 
Whatever  I  missed,  from  a  bone  to  a  hid, 


I  saw  a  lovely  gal, 
w  nest,  not  Bl-de-raL 

eg  bo  pen  I  have  to  sey, 

Sfer?r*TOd.H. 


Around  my  seek  her  arms  she  tkrew, 
Took  a  kiss,  my  add  watch  too, 

I  tried  to  hollo,  tbkt  couldn't  do, 

She  was  near  come  sway, 

A  polioemanuame,  h of  a  word  could 
‘Coe  I'm  t  oo  I  at  tedoit. 


MAY  OUR  Pi 
TKMUB AND  OW 


MAY  FRIENDSHIP  DRAW  TRB 
;ork;  AND  LOVE  THE  CURTAIN 

^^s?5r^o,”u,Ho* 


